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FOREWORD 

THE NAMES OF CITIES AND CHARACTERS 
IN THESE BALLADS ARE TAKEN FROM 
"SILVER AND BLACK," THE STORY OF THE 
CYCLE OF TIME. BY THE AUTHOR, TO BE 
PUBLISHED AT A LATER DATE. 

See atteritk * 
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THE LEGEND OF THE WINE 
From 
(Sileer and Black) 
During the Second Apex of Civilization. 

ON the second apex of the world's civiliza- 
tion, there where Priam and Kamma* lived, 
loved and suffered, was the drink of the false de- 
light first discovered. 

Circumstance and accident v 
of its existmce, and the discovery of its effect 
came about through the ignorance of a certain 
superstition, entertained by the people of the 
cities^ which was not known to certain clasaes of 




The curse, sis I have said, was given to those 
people and the future world through ignorance, 
and throtigh that same medium has it been per- 
mitted to remain. 

And though present civilization prides itself 
upon its advancement, and on its emancipation 
from different phases of old-time bondHge. tra- 
ditima, and on its super-intelligence, thinltj ng 
itself a far, far cry from the old conditions exist- 
ing in the ages which it has fitted with epochal 
names, weighed and chronicled through research 
and calculations — it is still in the throes of thi* 
strange and subtile reason-destroyer. 

You can work the sum of it out in your own 
mind, and compare your knowledge of epoch*. 



BALLADS OF THE WINE MAD TOW 





their crimes, sins and sorrows, with your 
present conditions, and you will not have to 
vivify your imagination to be able to judge the 
relative values. 

And another thing of moment to our present- 
day thinker is the fact that the curse was not 
many months old before the great wars were in- 
stituted and waged fiercely against its menace to 
a better civilization. 

Even before Priam and Kamma* had drifted 
away to their silent tombs in the sifting sands of 
the old Egyptian desert, was this great war 
9 begun. 

The great wars of the world, the poetic "War 
of the Roses," and all the conflicts chronicled in 
history by man, and sung in his imagination as 
legends, are as a breath's duration and a pcde 
consequence against this greatest of all great 
wars, "The War of the Wine." And in giving 
you my own legend, I am merely drawing your 
mind to our unsupported epoch comparisons. 

Man in his individual hour is perhaps greatest 
of all, and these hours overlap in the decades 
making the endless chain of mind; the last link 
welded is merely the resting-place of the links 
to come. Our age is still thinking out the old 
problems, whether more or less formidable I do 
not know; I know only that they are still with us. 
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And now I will give you the Legend o 
the Wine: 

I n the ancient city of Rorien, * on the lov 
' of the first E^^yptian desert, the land that ia 
I deaignated as Arabia, there lived the perfui 
distillers of the century perhaps 7000 B. C. 

(Though history will tell you that the world 
is younger than this date would indicate, it 
has nothing to do with my story, for hiatory is 
working at the base of the tirat lowest level 
designated as x on my chart, and bringing 
their theory of advancement along the dotted 
lines K to X, not seeing the uplift of the interval 
that lies between.) 

Florien was the garden city of its time, as each 
city in those day* was dedicated to certain ad' 
ences and arts and kept strictly within its own 
^here and worked to the common bettetmmt 
of its selected art or profession. 

The arts of this city have nothing to do with 
the wine except that they belonged to the first 
city upon the earth where the discovery of wine 
took placa, and that brought intoxication into 
the world. 

(And observe, by chart, how the line de- 
scends again from that elevation. It is truly 
significant-) 

It was brought about in the house of Saboh 
Habannan. the leading perfume-distiller of the 
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place. Sabah was also an experimenter with 
and creator of different blends of odors, and 
his essences found their way to all the cities 
about the Egyptian lands. 

Ten years before my story opens, Obiad, the 
seven-year old son of Sabah, was stolen from his 
home by the desert wanderers, who seldom came 
to the towns, and when they did it was to pilfer 
from the residents and steal their children. They 
took Obiad in the hope that his wealthy father 
would institute a search and bring a ransom with 
him. But the heart-broken father, believing 
^ through some false psychic impression that his 

son was dead, neither offered a ransom nor sent 
any one in pursuit. He was so terribly grieved 
that he took the torture of his bereavement for 
certain proof of liis son's death. 

And so the years wore on. 

Sabah was not altogether wrong in his imagina- 
tion concerning his child's doom, for within a 
year of his capture the little Obiad died and his 
youthful spirit sped back to the infinite domain 
of the Great Watcher. 

Ten years had passed, but the father still 
mourned. The story of his loss and his unceasing 
sorrow was still told throughout the land. 

At last it reached the ears of one Haissen Baah, 
who was just eighteen years old, and possessed 
of a subtile scheming brain. 



** 



IMl 




BALLADS OF THE WINE MAD TO 



Haissen reasoned that if the father 

grieved for his son he would no doubt be wil 
and glad to believe that hia son was still al 
provided that a well-constructed story were 
brought to him of his son's discovering the M 
of his parentage, the city of his birth, the circ 
BtonccB of the abduction and his desire t( 
to his adoring parent. 

The only bar to a complete Brrangement was 
in the lack of knowledge of private details of the 
son's life under the parental roof. 

Haissen confided his plans to his fellow- 
wandeiera iff the desert, and the obstacle of iJie 
missing details, and togethei they worked up the 
scheme, and planned to send one of their members 
to the city to get these particulars. He was to 
enquire cautiously, so as not to excite suspicion. 

It waa easy enough. A stranger is always 
given the gossip if he only shows a mild interest, 
and «s Sabah was prominent aikd wealthy, a 
little curiosity was not a auspicious element 
in a stranger's conduct. 

The scouting party returned with all the par- 
dculara necessary for the masquerading of 
HaiMen as Obiad, and a letter was quickly dis- 
patched to Sabah, telling of his son's discovery 
and begging for an invitation to return to his 
"beloved home." 
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They offered as proof of their sincerity the 
minute details they had gathered, through the 
gossip, of Obiad's early life, his disposition and 
characteristics. 

It was a clever and convincing tale. 

It is not necessary to explain that Sabah was 
wild with delight and would not listen to any 
counsel from his friends. Wasn't his son alive 
and returning to him? Couldn't he tell when he 
looked into his eyes that it was his own child, 
living and longing to be with him again? 

Now 1 must tell you that in those days the 
people drank a sweet brew made of berries and 
fruits. They made it fresh for every meal, and 
did not allow it to stand or become stale, as it 
was well known that carelessness of that sort was 
punished by the infusion of evil spirits into the 
brew; they bubbled and snapped and showed 
signs of wicked life, which brought terror to the 
hearts of the household where the deed was 
committed. 

If a brew had been overlooked and did ferment, 
as soon as it was discovered it was promptly 
buried in a jar, deep in the sand, and there were 
many rites at such burials. They had a regular 
graveyard for these jugs of evil spirits just out- 
side of the city limits. 

The desert wanderers knew nothing of this 
fermenting of the brew, as they never stopped 
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r go the evil way. 

s the ignorance oF Haissen and hU escort 
to his new home that chanzed the tide oF the 
superstition. 

Sabah sent word to his son to hasten to him. 
and believing him to be many miles away in the 
desert, did not expect him (or several days. 
He calculated a two-day trip lor 
day's delay in starting, and two days for the 
home journey, mating in all five days. 

This would 2>ve Sabah time to go to Ampheon.* 
the city of the weavers, and purchase rugs >nd 
robea with which to glorify his house (or his won't 



He would also go to Palatoire,* the city of 
poetry oltd music, and bring with him songs and 
singers for this most festive occasion. 

In his great haste at departing, Sabah left a 
great pot of delicious brew unnoticed. 

His trip would require four days oitd he would 
have the fifth day to open his house and hire 
MTvants for the reception. He kept one old 
servant, to whmn he granted the privilege of a 
vacation during these four days. 

So there was no one to empty the brew or bury 
it when it had begun to ferment. It was « little 
mistake, but see what it CTeatedl 
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' Haissen was very anxious to be on his way; 
o he started to meet his messengers returning 
with the invitation. So it transpired that on the 
third day of Sabah's abBCnce, Haiseeo and his 
party, numbering five, all young rascals hke him- 
self, found themselves knocking at the closed 
door of Sabah's domain. 

They were not long in ascertaining the cause 
of their silent reception; and as it was understood 
by everybody that they were coming, they had 
no difficulty in gaining admittance. A friend of 
Sabah's was dispatched for the servant, who 
had the keys, and Hoissen mtered and took 



The tradespeople hastened to do his bidding, 
and the beat supplies to be had in the town were 
hurried to his door. 

Haissot WM already receiving congratulations 
from many new friends. He was jolly and hand- 
some, and the town fell for him instantly. 

And then-— O ye Fates of the eternal cuitel 
Sabah's private pot of overlooked brew was dis- 
covered. Bubbling to the brim with animation 
and evil spirits, there was enough intoxication in 
it to paralyze the whole party. And before the 
horrified tervant had become aware of what had 
taken place, or the friends could exfJain, the five 
had drunk it all. 
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>. Just 

when tKe horror-stricken populace expected to 

I a dreadful death scene, the five 

merry, to laugh, sing, joke and 

Their merriment soon inspired the people to take 

part in the revel and forget the su 

They were having a very jolly party. 

Then some one wanted more drink, but it 
would take at least two days to ferment a brew- 
There was a general cry of dismay until some one 
bethought himself of the spirit graveyard in the 
sand-plains back of the city. 

He roade hia uica knowzi to Haissen. who 
promptly sent for diggers and caused the whol« 
graveyard to be exhumed. This very old ceme- 
teiy of carefully sealed stone jugs produced the 
first real harvest of glorious jags in the world. 

And never in the history of epocha that have 
fbllowed. ha« there been auch an orgy. Florien 
became the original Wine Mad Town. 

And it was into this seething maas of hilarious 
humanity that poor Sabah returned. His house 
bad become the first drink palace in the world. 
His backyard had become the first bier for "dead 
soldiers" in the form of empty, discarded atone 

The peo]Je looked upion it as the descending of 
lutppineae unto them, a release from the old 
bondage of a terrifying superstition. They 






LADS OF THE WINE MAD TOWN 



aised HaisBen to the most exalted position 
heir imagination. He came only one step from 
mounting, in their opinion, to the glorified throni 
of the Greet Watcher. 

HaUsen had Forg:otten his original ii 

■ being there. Those few hours of 
besotted glory had obliterated every sense of 
reason and caution. There was no longer need 
for either of these senses, for he was enthusiasti- 
cally supported by most of the townspeople. 

TTiose who were not absolutely in favor of his 
conduct, saw in it the breeder of other posai' 
bill ties, such as the spend) ne of the almost 
miserly Sabah's wealtli. the demoralizing of the 
people, and as an ultimate consequence their gain 
by remaining silent, and being ready to act at the 
opportune moment. 

And poor Sabah — when he tried to question 
Hsissen, timidly and BorrowfuUy. he was laughed 
at, called an old funeial-faced fool, and advised 
to go and tank up. 

But in his sane and sorrowful mind, Sabah 
■aw only the curse of evil faatening upon his be- 
loved people and the world. He saw the utter 
h^jelessiMM of trying to reason with the drunken 
brain, of appealing to the wine-besotted aon of 
hi* long-suffering heart. When he saw them 
transform the treasure of his aesthetic aoul, his 
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I petfume-distilleiy, into b brewery for 

laking o[ wine, it waa the last blow to his J 
stricken heart. 
He wandered out into the bleak lught of the 
done, far beyond the frenzied noiaea of 
e-ridden town, the lurid lights, and the 
God-forsaken people. When he could travel no 
longer he lay down upon the sand of the lonely 
desert and died, faithful to the last to hia ideala 
and his long-mourned son, the little Obiad who 
was carried away into that same desert ti 

So he WHS dead, and hb the al 
aorrowful moon rose and silvered the black of 
the night on the old Egyptian deaert, a gaunt 
cowering jackal crept up and sniffed his body, 
but did not rend it. No, he would wait for thoae 
sin-n>ak«d bodies that would soon come down 
to him out of the chatnel pot of the Wine Mad 




And You, who drink wine today, mindful of 
the curae, utter your inane tooat to the wine- 
besotted and deceiving Haissm who handed the 
ctuse down to you. 
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THE CALL OF THE WINE 
Tanpialion 




X'm sick of my home on the desert waate. 
For 1 've turned my eyes to the lighted place, 
And it beckons me on to jts luring glow, 
Conscience, O Conscience I please let me gol 



i^^he sand-plains are dun and my thirst is 
^i^ I long for the touch of the gayer life — 
The song of the maid in the tore 
With her Prussian eyes and her i 

2^vhe desert's lone silence a cheerless pall 

^bi/ Now seems, since I 've heard it, the wining caU, 

There is no more peace in my yearning soul; 

The revel and dance are my cherished goal. 

Hnd the little maid 'neath the desert moon — 
Her song is as stale as a withered bloom; 
For I 've heard the lilt of the siren's trill. 
And my heart is boimd to its wish and will. 
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& / r^iere 's a hatred deep in my burning thought 
^^ For thehomely virtues thedcsert wrought. 
I never will rest tili I've drained the well 
Of the joy-drugged bowl that you Bweat is Hell. 

nr hate the moon in her white ice pack, 
^■^ And her bloodless light on the desert tract. 
1 hate the sun in her mottling streats, — 
She has laid the rusact upon my cheeka. 

I hate the toil of my plebeian tribe. 
And virtue and good are an empty bribe: 
1 liate the promives they wJlJUioJd 
Until you are laid 'neath the sodden mould. 

ifC"Jie pathway of virtue '■ a barren trail, 
^^ Where burdetts are hard and the joys are frail; 
Where that which you crave is a cardinal sin. 
Where you lose for life if for death you win. 
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Bnd once you have met it with eyes thatM 
No power on earth e'er can set you free; 
When the call of the wine ie upon your soul 
You will take nought else for the cheering bowl. ( 

X never will rest till I 've sung that song — - 
Till I 've danced and feasted the whole 
night long. 
And have found the charm in the lighted lanes 
That will kindle great fires within 

Xwill hear the wit and the clever speech. 
I will gamer all secrets within my reach : 
1 will drink the wines of the distant lands. 
They will purge my brain of the deaert sands. 

IP will buy a robe of a royal hue, 
,.M~~. And sandals all studded with pearls, like dew. 
A chaplet of iris will be my crown; 
Bedight to dance in the Wine Mad Town. 
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I will find the cause of my heart's un- 
And pillow my head on her satin b 
I will Liss her eyes and her scarlet lips, 
And her round warm arms to her (inger-tips. 

ffft^ why should the years of my life's short 
K*? span 

Adhere to the ethical codes of man? 
And why are my riveis of blood aflare 
If I am to sleep and to never care? 

/• fniH why should I gloom in the desert land 
5—4 And wrap my youth in its still, gray sand. 



^*P^ nature is yearning to spurn the wail 
>1< Of my conscience, striving to heed the c«ll, 
And wallow my soul in ita wine mad glow. 
Farewell to the deserti for I shall gol 






\ 







:arB from the endless heavens 
Encircle their crystal rim. 
Bright HB your eyes, fair Lady, 

And Bweet as your luring si 

^~yural and gold in pastel, 
^_j^ Soft toning of aunaet glow 
Tinting the distant mountain 

Along its white crest of snow. 

HMim of rare pearls, roy Lady. 
To sparkle your lovely lips; 
Bubbles for jewels studding 

The bands to your finger-tipa. 




LLADS OF THE WINE MAD TOWN 



the ships have brought i 
am lands where 

from sultry islands 
All Bpiced in a fragrant blend; 



/^SSAveet-bane of poison berries 
jSzJ That cumber a far north spar; 
Nectars from tangled valleys 

All garnered from lands afar. 

"~Trn their deep pools redecting 
JL, Th« blood of each foreign race, 
All of their arts are mounting 

Their lure on your brooding face. 

y^iynea from their hearts compelling 
J*^ The throb in your bosom white. — 
Its sweet, soft satin pillow 

Will cradle my head twught. 
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O, the luxury-yoamingl 
From drega to the silver timi 
Death ia no longer dying. 

And sin is no longer sint 



n 



urt has no moi 
Your magic 

oe and care and sighing. 
And conijuered the fear of Hell I 



Yea, deep as your eyes, sweet Lady. 
Is the pic of the rainbour bowl. 
And true oa your (aith. lip-promieed 
1* the heart of the shining goal; 
Am true oa the sparkling bubble 
As it apringa from the rainbow pool ; 
And yet, in the real, sweet Lady, 
The dream of a drunken fool! 
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Priam'a pBrewall to the D«Mrt 




ight of tlic desert you drove m 

For years wheo your dark came down; 
I hurry away aa your drab winga sweep 

Tlieir shade o'er the sands in a twilight 

For I have a dream that can not fulfill 

In the desert's waste where the night is chill. 

Syw I have fled from your sheltering care, 
From under the thrall of your silent fold; 
little I'll reck that you still wait then 
Reproving the lights na you ever hold 
Unfaltering vigil so grim yet kind: 
Bestowing iwcet rest on the unaoiled mind. 

> — Bbu shelter the timorous, tender things 
^^y In your cavern* deep, where they haste to 
Harbored and hovered by shadowy wings 

That shackle the doors of the dimming wei 
When the day is done and her banners furled 
Under the rim of the great still world. 



PriuB. tliE nsttsH youth of the dctcn. dociEinf hia aimplc lib 
■nd tba lov* of iks little Mdod Maiden, haa Hed to the wine-mad Citjr 
ol Aapiiw la Mck 'Tin cauae of hia aoul'i unieat." 

Han he meela Sin in iha (uiaa el a beautiful wnnan. She ia all 
hi* lougiDatioB bat pictured- He believta her to be True Love ubd 
paya anient court to her duum Aul beauty. 

Hia detotim ia ideal until it ia inflamed to paaaion by the drink- 
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ENCHANTMENT 
The Song of Youth and Infatuation 




Xfind thee in the halls oF Pyrocinc* 
Here where the earth gcxis build th< 
paradise: 
Fairer than when thou wert my golden dream 

Gazing upon me with thine haunting eyet. 
Rivers of radiant light are Bowing. 

Flooding before my vision's rosy sight — 
Banks of purple iris brightly blowing — 

Into the land beyond nocturnal blight. 

Hsk me why they brought the earth to being. 
With Bong and light and gladnen to endow; 
Answering the why of Fate's decreeing 

Each fibre of my being whiipera: Thou. 
Fair and fragrant as the nooning flowers. 

Reflecting all the glory of the sun — 
All the radiant hues of rainbow hours — 

All the glorious warmth of halcyon 
Love winds from the hidden worlds afar. 

Where sings the nightingale perpetuallyi 
In that fair realm beyond the last white star; 

Where Love is bound unto Eternity. 

^^i^ by tresses are as midnight's streamers, de^, 
^^^ That Bp»ix the stars above the cosmic globe 
Where highlight* i^ay against the Prussian sweep 
Of Heaven's ever changing, glittering robe. 
Highlights like silver ribbrai wrought as bars 

To bind the yearning Heavens there in space: 
A latticework to keep the tender stars 

From rushing earth-ward to behold thy face. 

U41 
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iled of marble from Apuaii heighu. 
iv_^ Thy boaom and ihy arms of sarin 
Blow. 
Fused with the blood that mystic Life invites 
To tint as lotus buds, where Nile tides 

Variant moods to vie the oriole. 

Or challenging the art of sunset skies. 
Pouring their paint pats in tht . 

Where evening makes some juggl 

/^^terpe sent her lute to guild thy tongue 
V^ With oral gifts in dating plenitude; 
Above thy biow my loadstar's light is swung. 

A stellar signet for each sweet prelude. 
Harps of the Temple still their vibrant strings, 

Suq>ended in charmed silence, mute delight; 
Even the dulcet wind no longer sings, 

Stilled in the worship that thy lips invite. 

^~>ltanted pardons from the aerial plain 

^^X. I^i™" whence they sent thee to the halls of Rhei:' 

Pardon from time uid care and blighting pain — 

Pardon from death and sin's iniquity. 
To view the matchless splendor of thy form 

Theae pardons make for Sin a sacred shrine; 
No charge against thy deed* shall e'er be sworn. 

By loving thou hast made all things divine. 
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^ ^--haw the butterflies in clouds alight 

_J..^ In that enchanted ciicle where thy heel 

Treads on the Ragging, in their drugged delighi 

Claiming the mite of dust, their 

■teal. 

Duat DO longer but whisps of precious stone — 

Bright jeweled ruby dust from Amphion — * 
Rare topaz powder with Ita gold glinti blown 

Across the shadow thou dost throw upon 

^^=die ancient columns of the granite wall, 
^X Smoke stained, yet burnished where thy 

shadow lies. 
Numberless petais of the lake bloom* faj[ 

From their glad hearts, to greet thy lovely ey«* 
Where lie* mystery, ever slumbering. 

Like vague designs behind some secret door- 
Oracles [laiue in fear of plundering; 

Safe as the hidden, silken books of Korr.* 

~~v~^w Nile nvallows with their pinions spread, 

,J^ With wing to wing as wreath* of throbbing •ong. 

In circles poised above thy wondrous bead; 

Nought but thy charm to hold them u a thong. 
I taw camellias, with seashell tips, 

StesJ from the moonlit garden's scented keep. 
Only to Idas thy pulsing tinger-tips; 

Then melt away in joyous iwooning sleep. 
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Song: of the Imp of Mischief 



&i 



hec 




.Quick, thou ehalt dust his eyes; 
More blinding power of charm to seduce 

Loosen thy girdle 

Leaving thy bosom bsrr 
Beautiful duit ensnare, play fi 

^^^oft tinted petal skin 

C^./WrBpping thy spirit in; 
Eyes from the diadem Heaven hath pledged. 

Smother his innocence. 

Ruthless of conaequeoce; 
Dogst but they made him dense, high time be fl< 

^2Mt crushing btri* enthrall, 

t^^'en though those lullara (all; 
E'en though those lights in the niches go stark. 

E'en though the jackals send 

Cries (or hi* flesh, to rend; 
They want their dividend, out in the dark. 

/Sfhoke thy bright tresses looee, 

jEf^yLaden with scents profuse; 
So like a snare (or his soul's wilted bloom. 

Give him thy lips to press 

HeM in a l<»g caress- 
Steeped in the wine duress, sealing his doom. 
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T^ TUca of PMaioo 

G^iu lai I ha«« beta vw) by thy s^t. 
J No frnmica >bn my blood as I behold 
y^t tornof deep mithia. aome poodei 

Tells ate my joys are y«t s* hsif untold. 
O'er thy hrm leap c»mal tbou^ti. tMnamg: 

a of thy fie^ un I awire- 
Skiwly Truth to Love must bow. confessing — 

The torches fiame. the wine is ml and rare. 

/'I^^yiarin^ lorch. my brxnv now vies thy flaming; 
V^ Redder the wise, ■nd neaiei art thy charms- 
Thau art bri^te> than their poor art, sfaaming 

Their pasaion as I hold thee in my annsl 
Give me thy breath to drink, the wine is staling. 

1 thirst though goblet, cup and um 
Sing thy song, the flute notes «ic thin wailing; 

The torch i* pale, all else on ea 



eve thine eyes forever to my seeing, 
Over the clouds of shining rbapsody: 
Give thy panting, pulmng. precious being — 
For thy arm clasp I'll give Etermtyl 
Priceless vase of mysteries, manifold. 

Until this hour sensed as moulded day- 
Grudge I the years when prudishness did hold 
My heritage b«ieath its churlish sway. 



X 
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Qerfect vase, yet only half revealing 
The depth of Joy the vrakened m 

E, blind and cold and starved, unfeelini 
Thy years on earth are piteous and v 
Sated vase, sink softly to thy swooning 

In those dear annB. sweet scented pri 

All the wasted years, this night consuming: 

Drifting away beyond the burning stars. 



Youlk Ml* uImp in the arnu of Sin. While he i* ileepinf (i 
dniakan atupor) the Utde Mwui Mfticlen come* wanderinB down 
throuik the Hilli el Fire •eekini hec iiat love. Pilim. who dewted 
hat. in the de«it. when he uw the li|hD ol the Wine N4.d Town. 

The imp ot Mischief leeina her, and fearing that ahe will awaken 
Ydudi and ipiiil him away, coven hii (ace with the muk el dnink- 

The aan( of the Moon hf aiden >• ihe paaae* Ihioufh the Tampla 
el Wine, aeekini hei loved one. 





X 




LADS OF THE WINE MAD TOWN 



He Hb« Long B«an Gan«1 

* >^^other of Egypt, give him back ta mel 

3>J< Out of the magic of the lure and ligh 

Out of the vast throng o( humanity 

Like great rivera surging beyond my sight. 

Grief of my heart, he has long been gone: 

Still drift the sands o'er the desert's sweep. 

Still cornea the night and the golden dawn- 
Heedless of me as I vigil keep. 

j2<eck I his face in the vast, gay throng 

Under the lights of the temple, bright: 
Seek I his voice in the sweet love aong 

Seng to my sovd in the desert night. 
Tell me. O singer, of the joyous bftnd: 

Tell me. O dancer, of the fleetest feet: 
In thy wide wandering about the land 

Met thou a singer with a voice as sweet — 

Ha the mockingbird's in the evening glow — 
As the reed flute's note, or the crevice dove? 
Had he pa«secl tbeee halls. Ob you'd surely know 

And recall the song of my desert Love. 
No word, to my query, dost answer me. 

O. jewded dancer, in thy robe of light- 
That he walked through these halls it cannot be; 
1 '11 seek him again in the desert night. 
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XII aeek him again in the d 
Where the Kamain winds wail ir 
lympathy; 
ek tUI 1 come to the last earth*. bar- 
Then seek him again in Eternity. 
That great, wide Heaven where the ataf'watch 

An endless vigil from the dusk till dawn- 
Will I find him there where the white n: 

Mother of Egypt? — He has long been gonel 
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Hfp Realizntion 




^ 




Dp A peHod of tLne hu e1.pk1 .nd Y. 


nuth U . 


W.IC- ^ 






h.a toun 


dif 3 




tr wiy throunh ■ ehiuled orifici whirli lervi 




>daw 




K i»Cbe Tempi, of Win.. 


















,red. 






1 Th. rnder. an .till cW„i„g .„d p.y no .1 




ohim. 




1 He UJioldi Sin ilMping hravily. lui purpli 


= lip. p<u 


ted .ho. 


ring 








into luk. >iilke-likE itnndi. The r.von .beer 


, of the . 


light bef 




h« peneiva in ba the mult of hsnnn .nd inditn trutm 




;red 










He. .houlder. .nd ^.m, show bine ...d 


mottled 




the 


uulded c»>i»a cJ .J.UP p>»,rd„. yel]c»'ix« I. 




u:t wilh 


her 


unli«dlhy dun. Her i>wd> •» of cnidi ilw. 1 


luuria. 


mdwtiodi 








Intioa. witb bcnken thntd. vul many .tun.. 














hatred .gun.1 du. reveler., cur«nf ud reviling 


them. 
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Deipair 

g me die Vase which I held in my 

arms laat night, 
mg back my chalice, and lock up 
thia ghoat of Might. 
Who stole my treasure, my Eair dre 
unalloyed. 
And put in its place this um. all blankness and voidi' 
Come here, you cheating curl put back a heart in it; 
Fate put a trick in it. Love had no part in it. 
Emptied my precious um while 1 was still sleeping, 
JuSBled niy goods about . . . Black Hounds of H=l] creepin 
Into my breast while the venom was drugging me; 
LesB had your black crime been, knifing and slugging me. 
Out of the night comes their cackle of laughter. 
From out of that smoke dimmed and sinister rafter. 
Within this vile temple of drink, song and prattle 
Night made s prince of me, the morning a chattel. 

'pi^o. plagues come and scourge them, ten thousand times 01 

]LJi And lay them on thick o 'er each goblet and cover. 

Curses in calenture sing down those pillars; 

Breed curses East for those low bane distillers. 

Drink addled maniacsl see how they're clowning. 

Leering mad puppets, brain stark with drowning. 

Plays with no audioice, what n calamity! 

Pawns of lust feigning, disgraced humanity. 

1, who am one of them, give no apology — 

I, who have sung with them inane phraseology. 

Bring a vocabulary, fit to describe them. 

Of stinging, vile curses to paint and deride them. 

DoaciiptioD is beggared, incompetent, narrow. 

Curse, themi I curse them with hate to my marrowt 

(431 




OCBth. 



the preeitiinenc. sorrow's last 
Gave me the worst oF it sin wrecked 



Death is a cheater, tnclced me and spilled m. 

Out on the morning, he couldn't have killed 

Turned out by daylight. Bote, stained, polluted. 
All of the promise of wine lies refuted. 
Stripping the song and the fool who was singing. 
Baring the fate of the hope that was winging 
Its way through the glamour and glorious glitter 
Then, when you'd welcome him. Death 




Lhy can 1 1 conjui 
' Sweep this red ci 

tnd out your n 

o seek for new 
Of peaceful, ham 



quitter. 

^y^y can't I conjure a fierce exhortaticHi. 
\ I / Sweep this red curse from the face of creation> 
9, your fleet desert fliers 
s. snatched from the fires 
lus Hells of hereafters. 
Compared to thia IDevil's house under theae rafters- 
Dogs, what a thirst they've gotl still at their clowning; 
Sizzled their tongues to crust, blistered and browning. 
Mountains of glaciers, of ice-floes and qnres 
Are anowflakea in Hell when they battle theae fir«s. 

Courtezan dancer, thy robe b a rag-tag; 
Hag. what a face thou hasti see how thy cheeks sag, 
Crusted and yellowing, crackling like plaster. 
Fie, what a farce thou artl crowning disaster. 
Polished thy shoulders like pates of the monk herd. 
Fondled to smoothness by hands of the drunkard. 
Tliy boMim a spectre, all shrunken with passion. 
Forgotten its purpose as Nature did fashion. 
DcedMied to core, thou art post resurrection. 
No more design than the wine cup'* direction. 
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r~Aist for such pleasure the wine cup 

■-5. endowed her. 

Bring me more curses, and fiercer and 
louder- 
Louder I uy) diey are deaf as the vagrant 
Blind, dirty beggar, with conscience as fragra 
Ah those reeking sand plots under the laurel bou{;V 
Covcrlesa sepulchres, open roof chamel house: 
High-scented banquets for puttock and jackal. 
Ripe, fetid, seething pit where the rooks cackle- 
Scurrilous vipers not honored with dying. 
But dead are their souls, in their dust putrefying. 



Ul Cedlni of revul>[iHi it ill hs hu leen >nd h«cd in hi> wild nif ht 
of duvpation. 

But ihii d*Hit niniiKr tall* !>im it will be ■ umJw luk u chEn 
U notliiaa in the duert or in the hftuata of Nature to compere with 
llie tfril debauchery dfitntd end mecutcd by men. KDlhinf so low 
ukd detmding ae kb act* when incited by the terrible potency of the 

Emi in the elretchee of die wild moreB where the hyenu fifbt 



when the iieal eaber'tODth Bengel etelli*. hit cruelly i> impelled by 



Ae the deeert mn 
rem of the eodden. •! 

He call* to the Imp to take her 
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mp of the miBchief. thy duty is plain Ir 
thee. 
Thou who hast played a hand with high ' 
impunity; 
I implore thee, a fitting peat carrie 
Wake her by shaking her, beat her and harry her. 
Huddled and grotesque, e'en kin to the humorous; 
Enter this sin in that volume voluminous 
Where thou dost chronicle fetes of the fools who lost, 
That lurid record of wine's mighty holocaust. 
Imp of the Nerneais. with thy mad. mirthless leer. 
Finish thy business and drag her away from here. 
Drag her away. I sayl garbage and trash to be; 
She never heard my aong, she who has cheated mel 



^^^ske her, and choke her thyself, and good luck to thee; 
%. J Make it an antidote, seeing ahe's stuck to thee. 
'n»t ought to compensate some in the measure. 
Seeing thy temper 'twould strike thee as pleasure; 
Wake her and choke her, no conscience can dun thee. 
Till she is as stark as a spice-scented mummy. 

Youth: 
(f~^e. ' tis too late (or that, dead she is, dead as tow, 
ll_^ Ages too late for that, dead she was long agol 
^ic was the bride of that lurid night dangler — 
Wild midnight bride of that mad Demon Strangler. 
She'll reincarnate when torches give out their (lame. 
She'll masquerade again, over and over again. 
Youth will come worshiping, wooing his metaphor. 
In through the glowing arch, out through the grim back door 
Blindly adoring and drugged with great beauty — 
Experience takes his hand. Thirst does her duty. 
Crude Ditilluuonnient hands him hii high degree — 
Poor human puppet in life's mighty tragedy. 

146] 




m blintl fi 



; little Moon Msidcn. She 
rouEh the dark of the deiert 
ic uid doei not comprehend 



.n undyint love for i 



A« Priam rcftLizca the cnarmity of the canKquencea ha fleu m 
into the wild uniohebited pirt of the dcKct. And now he lie* dy 
upcm the (lUKk. In iheK lut Mithly momeiite be bu > yiiioD. 

A womui ia CDmini towerd him, he believe* her to be hi> matl 

die littl* Mddq Mniden. hie deHit •weelhenrt. And yet mfin (hi 

eampeDion of hie wild nisht of revel under the torche*' ilnre. / 
BOW. u (he (tuide before him. be tecDgnizs* bet m Death, and t gi 
happinea* auTgca through bit dying torm. Hie Bpiiit flune* out i 
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Kisa M«, Sweet Death 

:, Sweet OcBt)), and trundle 

Under the sunset stow out in the west. 

>-^^d thou dosC come to me when aJI is done, 
5_J^ When earth joys pal! and sorrow breaks the heart. 
1, thou art, my dimming eyes perceive — 
n who shuts the earth's cold shadows out. 
Fitting it be, the cradle of my mom, 
Fitting it be, my youthful desert love; 
Thine wert the thralling arms of passion's strife. 
Fitting it be, my shroud to bring at lut: 
Thrice fitting, thou dost part the strand of life. 

XI thy white robe of sweet maternity 
Gathered my soul from mystery'* deepest vale. 
1 n thy young form of fairest purity 
Drew me, a lover, to thy heart of gold. 
In thy mod flaming robe of wantonnesa 
Held me a slave beneath the torches' play. 
Thou art the cycle of man'* destiny 
Who Cometh now to bear my toul away. 

j: — ^weet narcotic to flesh in earthly pain. 

f^j And thou art Death, calm, robed in sombre garb, 

Coming adown the Corridors of Night — 

Barren of breath and qieechless, yet endowed 

With a supreme power of potency 

Beyond comparison with other thing* — 

Power so great that marvels pale away — 

Greet hopes and prayer are crumbled withering*. 
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X called them He, as through my life tl 
Btalked. 
Foreboding shapes that ever ir 

Many a time I saw him, seeming near. 
Yet he was fear, to whom I gave thy place. 
Death as a monster, was the slinking thing 
Feigning the form of male, the heart of hate; 
Cheating masquerader with harrowing tricks. 
Assuming the role of an obscure fate. 

j/r\hou Cometh thus, as no foreword of doo 

K.^ Into the cycle of the last a! 

Into the crater of the bumed-out flesh 

Whose cold, dead ashes scMm will be wiitd blown 

Over the gray, bleak sands beneath the *tBTa. 

Woman thou art and kind and mothering. 

Swinging the cradle of my endless night 

Out beyond the rim of sunaet glow. 

There in the west where earth is brokoi off 

Into the sleep pit, yawning deep below. 

jfTyiere, where the sun, whose day's allotted task 
^^ Follows a true track o'er the patient earth, 
Smodiers his torch against the strip of sky 
Warmed into passion by his vivid touch; 
There will the hang my floating cradle, low 
AcroM the drde of the rosy west — 
There, where the wind* of night will softly blow. 
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tetnity will hold the Bhadow bowl. 
Swaying it gently with her mother 

She touches all things alike, binding time 

Into a spell of peaceful, dreamlen sleep. 

Deep as the cradle of her ample breast. 

Under the sunset's little golden cloud 

Dividing the dark earth from the land of rest. 

I love to think of Death as she who swings 

My cradle there across the western sweep: 

Woman, who ever loves the sunset sky 

Would choose this place to put her child to sleep. 

Ohink of the sunsets that will sweep above — 
Think of the ages rolltnc on and on; 
Think of Eternity whose watchful cars 
Broods o'er the entity of last sweet calm. 
WotUs may crumble with the last soul's btckth. 
Still will the cnuUe mtep the deep abyH. 
For there i* naught that laeta as long as Deadi. 



B 



is* me. Sweet Dekth. and trundle me aw^ 



SB^v *K>r.K 



r/V 



FUBUC I.^BBAV'.^ 






I. 
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THE STRANCLER'S SONG 

ehold mel the demon strangler, I 




Stalk my prey with a falconer's eye, 

And check them off as they fall and die. 

ere in the Wine Mad Town. 

Til a. harvest thick with bodi 

'Neath a weight of sin they reek and moan 

Hiey shake the ghost with an aspen groan. 

Here in die Wine Mad Town. 



X- 







I give no grace, and I spare them. non< 
Aad I choke them till they're dead and done, 

Thai fling them rudely down. 
Their big eyes stsrt from their sockets deep; 
I clutch theiT throats till they go to sleep. 
And 1 pile them in a smothery heap, 

Here in the Wine Mad Town. 

X tread my way where the torches burn. 
And the incense trails from um to um. 
And harpers chant and reed flutes yearn, — 

Calling roy curses down. 
They echo back from the desert's sweep — 
The wild night things that cannot sleep, — 
While the Iow-voic«d winds that whine and w 
Whisper thtnr hats around. 
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'~ ihey aneak like whipped cure of 
■— ' the gloonu, 

the ■moke-drabbed column* oi 



Crying the dirge of a millioQ doonu. 

Here in the Wine Mad Town. 
Oh, they are mine, and they come to vfcd 
Revel and joy o[ the living dead. 
And they do not heed my funeral tread. 

Or the shadow of my frown. 

i^^ heir wine-cupa gleam in the amethyat 
V^ Of the poiaon nectar's weaving mist 
O'wr the brain* <^ aciuli who come to tryat. 

To riot and to drown. 
The lure* are hung with a million Mkra; 
Jeweled and carved are the amber bara; 
And b«neath it all the ttain Mid •cars. 
Here in the Witke Mad Town. 

1^^ hey rob the ponds of the iri* fair 
Vm^ And chaplets make for their apicy hair; 
They corrupt the bloom* to weave die «n«re 

Thdr rinftilne** to crown. 

On the lustful breeat a crocus blow*. 

On the heart cl hate a rare wild-rose. 

And a wutton brow tlie lauid shows, 

ModdnK their fair lenown. 




Xn golden gauze is the muse bedight; 
The music whispera along the night. 
And M>uls grow black in the torrid light. 

Hurling its flashes down. 
1 dance with the muse that mcisks as Love,— 
A vulture, craven, that seema a dove. 
While its true form citcles far above 
These of the Wine Mad Town. 

i^^he bad are dead and the good must die: 
^^y There 's work for the demon Fury, 1 ; 
For they come here and they come to sigh. 

To revel and to drown. 
I follow fast on their morbid tread; 
I fee their soula and their bodies sped; 
I clutch thor throats until they're dead. 
Here in the Wine Mad Town. 

Xcaught the one widi the nigh t-kawk stare. 
Seized her quick by the gnn-decked hair; 
Doss! but her lover thought her fair — 

He but * puppet down. 
I can^t her throat «rhere the veins stood blue; 
Then alowly changed to a purple hue. 
And I saw her wretched life slip through. 
Here in the Wine Mad Town, 
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IM^ ; 

fr\ he bad old one with the scrawny thioat, 
\^ And eyes ablui with the wine-cup 

I heard her last harah croakins note 
Before I choked her down. 

Oh, she waa lough as a desert owl, 

TTiia bat-faced hag of the foulest fowl! 

Death dressed her up in his queerest cowl. 
Here in the Wine Med Town. 

i^^e little one with the pigeon breast 

^h/ As white and soft as a rush-bird's nest — 

She struggled fiercely before ber rest. 

Snapping her ey«s of brown. 
But she was cute when at last she broke, 
Limp na vapor from the incenae smoke, 
A poor young thing for the heU-blaat stoke; 

Here in the Wine Mad Town. 

©ut there was one whom 1 couM not croak 
With a brazen circle 'round her throat; 
1 tried her thrice, and my talons broke, 

Trying to choke her down. 

She gave me stares from her sea-green eyes 

Deep as the Nile where the channel lies. 

Wide as the aea where the white qjume flies 

And whining sailors drown. 






X'H cross her handa on her hollow breast, ■ 
And I'll see her hellhound with the rei 
I '11 try her strength with every test, 
Here in the Wine Mad Town. 
a she lured men with her vampire eyes. 
And they ahunned their loves and told them liea, \ 
And aought this town where ghost -women's cries 
Follow the night around. 

J^^hey leave their loves in the quiet gloom 
^^i/ Of an empty heart and silent room. 
And seek the cause of their soul's swift doom 

Here in the Wine Mad Town. 
And they who «eek for their erring there, 
Knowing them not in the false light's glare, — 
They shudder back from the brazen stare 

Of those of the jeweled gown. 

and there was one on the primrose way 
Who wanted to dance and would not pay. 
But I lured her in my own sure way. 
Here in the Wine Mad Town. 
Ah. there was flame when her passion woke. 
Fanned to white by a master stroke, 
A* weird and wild as the storm* evoke. 
Hurling their torrent* down. 
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X gloat o'er her aa a special prize. 
To light the torch in her cool black eyes*1 
And WBtch her as she shrielu and dies 

Here in the Wine Mad Town. 
Glory of love and of hate and crime. 
Mad with the sting of the poison wine; 
All dinging:, moaning and praying — nunet 
She who came not to drown. 

i^^e scorpions up in the niches high 

^>^ Are weaving webs for the sapphire sky. 

And 1 weave mine for the souls that sigh 

Here in the Wbe Mad Town. 
Powdery motlu and the vanqiire bat. 
The crevice wa^a and the scarabs fat, 
Lisarda green and the mummy rat 

Scratch and scurry around. 

I^die Ucben feeds on the locust dust 

^«/ Aitd spreads its moss like a copier rust. 

And the insects crawl upon its crust 

Of olive and gray and brown. 
The granites crumble beneath the sun. 
And the wind and rain their part have done: 
But your true fates you have eought to shun. 

You of die Wme Mad Town. 
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the marshes ' 
nest's keep 



he white ants crawl 



The blackbirds cry 
The whidah stays i 

Over the sHTuIy dm 
But you mad skulls of your quaking gh< 
Join the riot o( a motley host. 
Red ia your blood in the hot wine boast 

Here in the Wine Mad Town. 

I^C\he jackal whines in the moraaa low 

\m^ When he eeea the lights of the city glov 

He snifis the carcasses, in a row 

Just as I send them down. 
He is a drab and a sorry beaat, 
A morbid piest at a morbid feast. 
And he gets them all, the great and least. 

Here in the Wine Mad Town. 




rot. 



i^^hey bum the bodies of the city Ghott,' 
^■^ But these mad women are left t 
And buzzards wheeling over the spot 

Show where 1 flung them down. 
They tomb the bodies of the city Orr* 
Whose spirits flit to the Isis shore: 
But these, corrupt to the inner core. 

Rot in the Wine Mad Town. 
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* J'^'C'^y bury the dead of Palatare,' 
\^ And plant the bulbs of the orris 
And guard the mounds with a tender c 

Covers of earth all brown. 
But these sinning pots of earthly chaff 
They feed the jack of the bared-fang laugh; 
They are the food of the lower staff. 
These of the Wine Mad Town. 



Xn Oriua, by the cold Dead Sea, 
They swing them high in the cypress tree; 
The gaJiinule plucks their sockets free 

When the night comes down; 
And there they swing them one by one, 
OairU dried by his scorching sun, 
A mununy husk when his work is done. 
These of the Sun God Town. 

©ut these poor pulps of the wine-brew band. 
They strew them out on the desert land: 
Their ghosts nt night creep over the sand, 

Dragging their bones around. 
And still they come to my awful grasp; 
Shriek and shudder with an aspen gasp, — 
They of the eyes in the laughing mask 
Here in the Wine Mad Town. 



rTMH III .. . . 

TO trt>. 

» 
I 







BALLADS OF THE WINE MAD TO 



SONG OF JEZEBEL 

y^^ey brought me gold from KarioBii* 
\t^ And they brought me jade from Rhei,* 
Silks from the loomt of Orien* 

And wools from the Galilee: 
And Jewels rare from Palataire* 

That were seized from dead n 
I pay the price, a goodly thrice. 

With my subtile. « 

--^-- pay with songs that thrill and sate, 

I And I dance with limbs quite bare; 
lite tut ol shame will £> the rate 

Of Um price within the snue. 
My anklets chiine in silvery rhyme. 

My «mu are « ]'ew«Ied crust: 
A scarlet veil of mesh so frail 

Reveal* my unsouled dust. 




& 



^ hey do not see the dearth of soul. 
For they only want my clay 

So I make them doubly pay. 
The jackal rends, but hunger sends 

The feast to his yearning maw. 
But man's Beah-call is the selfidi all 

Of a strong and lustful law. 




X 
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>i]U from true lovi 

And they fling them at my feet: 
Many a maid they leFt was fair 

Whom sin would have made complete. 
To my green eyes, like torpid flies 

They Bwnrm with their treasure toll. 
I get their all (or what you call 

The bartering of my soul. 

rfT. \hey bring me fruit — the fig and date, 
^^ And the olive, green and ripe. 
Perfume my sense of Bcent to sate. 

And we«d for the lonf'SUniined pipe. 
To see me drink, a fish would shrink 

In shame at his poor weak thirst. 
I've drunk their wines 'til many times 

I felt I'd surely burst. 

^T^th cawpaw* silk my bed is ma<ie 
\U With the skillful art of PhoTr; 
I'm so rich I could buy the jade 

Of the temple by the shore 
Of Galilee, the sacred sea. 

And all of their gaud* and urns — 
The altar rug and ugly mug 

Where the kidah* taper bums. 



X 
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gmpullas groan with fragrant apice 
From the Syrian harvest- land a: 
My jewels heap a guarded vice 

Where a hooded cobra stands. 
A hoard of gold my coppers hold — 

Enough to redeem my lies. 
The Dead Sea mine holds tons of bi 
But there's none in 

>"9^y house, a handsome granite pile 
yi4 With its stone BO red and rare: 
My lily ponds stretch o'er a mile. 

And the lotus scents the air. 
My eunuchs stand on every hand. 

My maids are ■ score or more. 
Bronze tigers wait in royal state 

By the pillars of my door. 

X bought these gifts and paid the price 
With B legacy of sin. 
I '11 hand it down through years of vice 

'Til I and my time grow dim. 
Tears there be in the unnamed sea 

That waits where the Nile flows down. 
My dry-eyed ghost is man's vile toast 

Of shame in the Wine Mad Town. 





Dead Women'* GhoaU 
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DEAD WOMEN'S GHOSTS 

»t hands on the casemenbi are drummi 
Shadowa are acurrying awiftly paat. 
Dead women to the town are coming. 
Crowding in thick and fast. 

©anched their face*, stonily staring. 
Reeing in from the shadowy shore. 
See them lurch in their frantic faring. 
In at the lighted dmr. 




m 




n all, in living camals, 
_ Pleading the light for their laughing ain; 
They will be welcMne to theee chMnela. 
Yawning to let tbcsn in. 

Curdled blood in their veins by seeing 
, Out of their cups all their sins stripped bftte: 
Throwing their wasted baleful bong 
Out on the sullen glare. 

©uy them wine for their torn hearts 
' Give them release from the morbid 
They will be here still in the morning, 
Ejinung thur sinhil gain. 




X 
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how their lips are laughing, 
See how their glances are burning 

Dead women still, for all their chaffing. 
Laugh in your face tonight. 

atch them flash in their beauty vying. 
Scorning the time as it hurries by: 
ghoBta in caskets, crying: 
"We do not have to diel" 

Oum your eyes to the cressets burning. 
Miniature helU in their lurid cheer. 
Back to your wine your eye* now turning, — 
1 t«U you Hell is hensl 



^l^omen, I «ay your lip* are lyingl 
\X/ Death you explore by youi living blight: 
And still you fear the <toom of dying, 
Who die here every night. 

©uy them wine (or their forlorn cheering, 
Doomed gho*tg of women filing by. 
Laughing, moaning, curong end (earing. 
Who still have got to die. 



r" TO K"r'> 

li'UBUC .. 



1 

\ 



K'n 




BALLAD5 OF THE WiNE MAD TO 



THE DRUNKARD'S SONG 

ff\y sin-soaked bouI plays a stellar 
>1< In the drab land at regret; 
1 play my part from a sodden heart 

With the wailing trigger Bet. 
And my money's worth of Hell 

Is more than an e 

^T^en the game was young, full strong I sung, 
VI.-' "Bring your imps to stir my ginl" 
On Satan's spear hang the foolish tear 

And smother my care in sin. 
Open tlie gate to the tidei of fate 

And call all the drunkards inl 

7 lou silk'shod chink, hurry up the drink 
4*^ For the crowd that 'a gathered herel 
Each is a sport of the spirit sort — 

No diirst for the lowly beerl 
Bring in the "duun" the price be-damnl 

And see that it's good and clear. 

^^Qie onyx bar is a sesame star; 
^h^ And now I can count my friends- 
Thtii shyness shrinks in a flood of drinks, 

And claM with scruple ends. 
Good-fellowahip is in every aip 

And song for the pals, it sends. 
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Xr your wife in home anil all alone — 
Why do<»i>'t she go to bed> 
For, as you are, you 're not so far 

viie sports call dead. 
It's a heavy rod. this conscience prod. 
When the Rowing bowl is red. 

gou crawling chink, hurry up the drinkl 
There 're no kill-joys about. 
We 'II drain the place to the last wee trace, 
Till the lamps o( the night are out: 
We'll quit the glass when we spill the nuM 
And drink from the long-neck qxnit. 

Hor a while it seemed like a dream of dm 
Or B bright epitome; 
But the primrose path had an aftermath 

All lying in wait for me, 
And 1 played the mime to the tangled rime 
Of a wine mad comedy. 



gs the game got fast o'er the bubbled glass — 
Did I see my soul pass by? 
It looked ao queer on its lowly bier 

That my maudlin lips must cry, 
"You heathen chink feti^ another drinkl 
My gullet is g<Hng dry I" 
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i^^Ahey brought it close. I could touch it 
Vb./ And I saw its pallid brow; 
1 took the cup the chink tilled 

And the Devil whispered, "Now" 
1 poured th' rum on th' son-of-a-gun 

That WB» once my clay's hou»e-fr 

/^shen 1 heard a curse, and something 
^p^ And my lips had made the sound 
1 saw the eoul of my earthly rflle 

Co whirling around and round ; 
I heard a yell from the pit of Hell 

Cry, "This is the way you're boundl 

v-«-ou tealf-cyed chink, fetch another drink 

Jtmli And make it a million stroDgl 

You bold-faced Teas, in your waiatless dren. 

Sing your fiercest, lushest songi 
Your lewd aong trips on your tippled Up*. 

And your tune is going wrong. 




^^ With a 



« white throat is a purple bloat 
a million serpents wound; 
Your eyes are strung on your forked tongue 

And they make a hissing sound; 

Your hair's jet cloud is a death-head's shroud 

With the chaitts of Dante bound. 
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i^^he torch'light* flood like a plume 
KU of blood. 

And their sprayings sting my face: 
Tlieir sparks hiss past like a fieiy blast 

Of a flying comet's pace. 
My eyes are cagt in a stiff death mask. 

And I've got to watch them race! 

Hrom feet to head my body's dead. 
My brain ia a seething urni 
There's no more drink, and that heathen chink 

Has hurtled to Hell, to bum. 
A pagan roast for the Hades host. 
And done to a juicy turn. 

}fT%y aout'a disgrace with its sooty hca 

>■< Is going to have a slice 

When they carve that chink of Satan'a tink 

And season him up with spice: 
They'll do it too well to ever tell 

That we fed him up on rice. 

Xf my soul has fled, why is my heed 
Demanding my dust'a suspense? 
li this rank joke on the incoise smoke. 
Or charged to my own expense? 
They're pouring n^ in my mortal phyz 
Asahun 
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j'^f^hey sober me up on the soda cup 
V^ And make me settle the bill: 
They stack it high and the only why 

Is B hogshead full oE swill: 
They charge me up for the last wee sup. 

And thrice for the stuff I spilL 

i^xhey charge again for the poi»on-b( 
^^ That the coryphees lap up. 
For the virtue stains on these lovely Ji 

And stains on the cheering cup. 
I Btnrted this thing, a golden king. 

And now I'm a drunken pupl 






K 



HAJE INCARNATE 

i»t HisBl 

My mortal house ii a cask of clay, 

My spine ia a tree where cobraa play. 

My mouth a pool where tbeM gerpenu drink. 

My eyes > cave where their green ey«« bltnlc, 

My arms are ropea of their creeiiing acales, 

My fineer-ends are their clashina taila. 

HU.I H 

Hissi 

I gave my carcass its title, Man? 
Who put the serpent beyond the ban — 
Called him a snake for hi* belly-crav^ 
Made me hit master, the king of all? 
Who brew«d the driikk for the change of scene 
Where the snake in man may rule supreme. 

HissI H 

the snake is sane and will not drink 
Witling of hurt at the ptHsoned brink. 
Nor tempt the fires to light his brain. 
Nor laud his skill in the potsnn-bane. 
God gave a soul to my house of clay — 
The cobras frightened its ghost away. 

HissI H 
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THE DOPE 

Oown to the crypt of the place I dippied 
From the land of dying hope; 
The dream man came with hia "hypo" 
And gave me a "shot of dope." 

-~jr-^ I Stilled the whine in my shaking spine, 

1^^ And the cobras slunk away; 
A pleaBant sense of the dream-ii 

Spread over my cask of clay. 
And my reason met the land Forget 
Where myriad fancies play. 

gT>t hen the poppies spread a crimaon bed 
^teX In > vale where the dream-wind blows; 
A velvet bee sang a song to me 

From the rim oF a damask rose; 
The butttrilies, with their agate eyva, 

Spread « c«v«r o'er my couch; 
They brought ■ cup that the bee filled up 

With the honey from his pouch; 
It flawed in drip* from hi* nectared Up*. 

From under his velvet blouse. 
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with it> f orfoo oM ^ircad 
kjuituiuK tiscr-quild 
Htfe rsiobcm tryst with the hitniiM, 

And aoft ks Che fiocM alt. 
My heart now beat* with the uuwt 
That riie in a ckNid iJ we; 

O'er my Bated amadeaix blows. 
to drift tbtxKlzh halcyoa mist 
To the drcBni'land ol npoae. 

?'~tlii)mfiiing-bird. with its brilliance bhirred 
* I Bjt a cloud of pollen mat. 
Id poiaed ddig^t hdd the gaU MtiJiKht 

On hia wJDf of dJamowAAwt. 
A q»def came with hia w eai i w tiain. 

And a alvcT web he ^mn; 

Twaa an orchid veil ao fine and fraU 

That it melted in the Mm. 
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Qey spread a sheath of mullen leaf 
And shut the sunlight out- 
web returned, and its meshes burne< 
With jewels all hung about. 
The perfume biew of the pearly dew 

Berimmed it around with white. 
The breeze now sings through its harp-like strings a 
In a burst of pure delight. 

Erom a lily-bloom white as the 
An elf of a nomad trips: 
She caught a shroud from a chiflon cloud 
And she Icjsted my awooning lips; 
like a downy fleck she brushed my neck 
With her soft round velvet Arms: 
For a breathless pause the chiffon gauze 
Rev«alad her thousand charmal 




t'7aiW'>'< 
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i'-^r PruBsian eyes, from the faultless skies ^ 
_.f Had gathered their blending bluca: 
Her flesh-tint glows were aa cameos 

In their orchidean hues. 
I tried to move, but my effort proved 

That the spider wove — and well — 
In the silver strands of netted bands 
That bound in a magic spell. 

T struggled, deep in my poppy-sleep. 
And the web began to break. 
As its strong strands broke, my conscience wc 

In an awful burning ache; 
The nomad fled, and the poppy-bed 

Held a million tongues of flame; 
The butterflies were > mass of dyes 
Like a lurid wrap of ahame. 
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i"?^he humnung-bird v 
Xu^ In my waking, aching brain: 
The velvet bee thrust his gting at me. 
And the honey turned to bane. 
The damask bud was a pool of blood 

Where the songs of bi 
The sun was a Hame of shrieking shame 

B billion sprites of the blackest nights 
Of a mortal un-named fear 
Course through my veina with murder 

And howls of th> 
The c<^rBa climb through my 11 

Which quakes like a blanched dead tree; 
And [)eath creeps past in a sable nuuk. 
With his Bnger trained on me. 
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nighting the wicka of the River Styx, 
Agleam in the grisly hands 
Of the death-watch crew, with temples Hue, 

And their hair in crapey strands: 

Their hollow eyes draw the Stygian flies. 

That swarm, a repulselesa host — 

Their lips are cursed with a dusty thirst 

For my ahaking soul's mad ghoat, 

X tried to shrink from the yawning brink 
But the spider wove— and well. 
He held me there in his cruel snare, 
My brain like a seething hell. 
I taw the dead o( a trillion aped 

By the route of mm and "dope;" 
I thrieked, "O God!" (rom my ruined tod. 
In a last wild frantic hope. 



i 
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ning light 





Though it illumes the ci 
Calling the lark to song and wakes the lake 
To many fine degrees of blending light. 
An artist and a genius in accord. 
Flaying the dew-damp and the cryptic m 
Blasting the fungi of the tragic night. 
Tearing the traitor's mask from hidden si 

i^She morning light may not the dead ri 
V,>^ For fleah is aouled apart from its domain. 
Flesh is a serf to niind. a magnet point 
Drawing its doom from the superior gift 
Of a kingdom above dumb nature'* ken; 
Mind builds high and by that same rare power 
Plunders the abyss of infamy's bowl — 
Those mad craters oF rampant appetite. 

^^^ he morning light may not the aoul evoke 
^^ Tbat took the way along the midnight trail. 
Took its own heart from out the living breast, 
Hung it away and bared a yawning cave 
Into which stole the dread of morning light. 
Of sanity and mind, fleeing the day — 
A moron, slave to wine's oblivion. 
Hating the lighted hours of conaciousneM. 
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i^^.'he momiiig light is Cod's unvnirded 
\^ prnyer 

Calling the eyes ot earth to Heaven's 



Pleading the dumb ears of a stoic jade — 
Blind courtezan on a track o( bright wooders. 
Walking with feet of poreleas, puUelosa clay, 

c whoae crimes are interned 
Beneath powder crusted skin — endcing 
A transient lover to her scented couch. 

>e morning light mothers the waking earth; 
d by all nature which responds 
In divene ways, an universal call. 
Even the loiqtard cat, with cruel pawm, 
Stretches his length along the jutting craig. 
Feeling at peace beneath the morning ^ow. 
Swarming amphebia with counted cdl* 
Rise from the swamps as natural \i 



>^^he morning light unhoods the sleeiung rasa, 

^^y The grass blade curves to the easton torch's flara 

A tiny warm creep* frotn beneath a leaf, 

A blind mole cames up out of the cold earth. 

Day is conaciousneaa to all normal life; 

Yet the night reveler seeks a darksome niche 

And hides in fear of such great h 
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/T^he morning light may never penetrate 
^fc— ' The blasted sense, perversity of clay. 
God pity these, though pity be a curse 
To all else outEide this scourge of soul blight: 
Pity mocks grief and pain, 'tia far too great 
To linger near a hurt that melts to tears: 
Pity was for such morbid creatures raised. 
Who stare from the leprous carnality 
Where germs reject all plans of isolation. 




Oi 




iming light, crime turns your healing gift 
ito a question for the Infinite! 
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ij^l h, you have come, dear Sister! 1 knew 
"_ 1. you would heed my call. 
It't strange bow we iallen women turn 

you, after all. 
1 fear it '» late for pardon, at the cloK of my 

last day. 
And yet if you'll teach me. Sister, I'll tiy to 

leam to pray. 

Qerhaps you think I 've been wicked, I have a 't 
been juM Tj(ht. 
"The life" BDemed ju«t to ding to mo — 

I waa n't made tofiKl^t; 
I wu all right in the beginning, and then 

they brotigbt the witw: 
Then it waa the lights and singing and jewela — 



allvs 



ItM 



d all right I liked to watch and laugh 
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^ ven then I couldn't quit— it wBtn'l 
wine any mar«: 
■omething atningcr, eatiriK there ai 
irt's deep core, 
I loved him — and he u 

recklenly gay. 
I 'd have gone anywhere with him— 1 couldn't 

break away. 
He couldn't think oE living quiet; so I hid 

my pain: 
1 juat kept getting dcker, and knew that the 
fight was vain. 



©ut atitl I danced and lau^ied. and be 
called me hie "Uttle Star." 
He took me away ta travel o'er land and 

Into foreign countriea, and still it wai laug^tM' 

And now I annmnrf to need it — it faataned it« 

life to mine. 
I had to have it thai, ^ter — I needed 

comfort eo. 
only lived in it* d 

afteTiflow. 
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wanted to be mairied, have childre 
and aetde down. 
But when I told him of my wish he met 

And then 1 jiut aeemed to wither; [ could n't 

longer play. 
For a while he tried to stand it. and then — -he 

Some one brought me a doctor, hut I was as 

I dead: 
And once when he thought me sleeping, "It's 
the white plague." he said. 

and then I moved up here, Sister; the 
funds were shrinking low, 
Yet I had eoough to last me the distance I 

must go. 
Tliere, on your great white altars — just how 

do they weigh my nn? 
Perhapa 1 wasn'tao awful bad— I vm» true to 

Maybe I should have a prieit. My mother was 
of your faith. 

dim wraith. 
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""TT^could have been a Buddhist by just 
_JL, kneelinB down to pray; 
I could have been a culdat by shrieking 

frantic lay. 
But somehow I just drifted back to 

mother-creed — 
Back to ita holy sanctuary, a poor broken 



The years were fast and furious. It doesn't 

And when j^u do ni't think of Jesus the finish is 
all wrong. 

^just look at nw, dear Sister! How old do 

^-^ 1 seem to be? 

You say I look paat forty? I am oidy 

AtTty-^ree. 
Iltere 'a b woman in the room above; she 'a 

what I hav« been. 
Only — well it is different — the plnya with ■> 

Yea, I waa alwaya true to him. Fate givei 

the same r^ly. 
Will you call her down, dear Siater, and let her 

watch me diel 
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r might bring her to reason i( she w 
my sorry plight. 
And it might save her from drowning : 

song and drink and light. 
You say she is too young and hard and wouldn't j 

1 care> 
Yes, I know you speak the truth — her skies are 

all clear and fair. 
And yet as I hear her walking above oie to 
and fro. 

to feel 't would help her. O Sister, it 
may be sol 

Xam growing so tiredl The world i« all 
hushed and still. 
I '11 tell you why I smt for you, what gave 

me strength of will: 
1 've heard the church chimes ringing, and it 

seemed that day by day 
The yearning just kept growing in me for to 

leam to pray. 
I seem to be so feeble! My moments on earth 



X 
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Delp me clasp my Engers. Oh. they a 
numb and very ehilll 
1 can no longer see you, yet am conscious ol 

: me the worda. dear Sister, just say ther 
ahead of me — 
The nunt "She is dead. O blessed Christ, re- 
ceive her[ — Ave Mary — " 
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NEARING THE BAR 



m 




Ti* the sad night wind a-moaniiiB 
Through the gray veil of the gloa 
Where the lost sin'souls are roaming 

Through the bleak wild night afar. 
Do they warn me in their sighing — 
Smothered coronach of crying — 
Through the misery of the dying — 

Out there just beyond the bar! WoO'O 



Out there just bqrond the hour, 
Shorn of breath and earthly power 
Where the unshrived soul must covfer 

In the terrible si 
Of the dread, the a' 
The perhaps of its i 
Sought in science, faith and dreaming, 

Ere the soul has hurtled hence. Woo-o- 
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They who aeek the soul's to-morrow. 
Praying, peace and hope to borrow. 

D th« re«f. 




thei 
Where the winds break o 
E)eKth to all is m unseemmg 

meaaing — 
Deep beyond our sight or dreaming — 

Out there through the night of grief. Woo-o- 

God, the black night of our reasoni 
Are our fears an act of treason 
To aome cntUesa atar-Btrewn seaaon 

Just beirood the pause of breath? 
How we fear the vast forever. 
When the dust and soul must sever — 
The be-nigkted "why and w*ith«r" — 

Wh«n we haar the call of Death! Woo-o- 



HAGGARD NIGHT 

Deaih 

Oeep, deep into my breast your talons sink, 
O Black Bat, harbinger of death and dreadi 
Your eyes are set in night's solidified 
Rivers of ink; the winds no longer whip. 
Curdled and frozen in your mammoth shape. 
You, of the oldest crypt in Egypt's depth. 
Dragging your curse from centuries agone — 
Where, in that dim abyss of blotted years 
Found you this curse to feed the flesh upon? 

Out of the crater, long the ash of flame — 
Ash of the first fires of the thoughts of man; 
Neither reptile, beast nor mortal art thou. 
Smothery Black Bat creeping close to me, — 
The last flesh thing my eyes may look upon; 
Out of the tomb beyond the chronicles 
Of Buddha worshipers, to science cold; 
Over them each alike to spread a pall. 
Over them all to spread the sodden mould. 



O Black Bat. bring you now your dying train 
Out of the bleakness of the crushing nightl 
Spread your smothering wings across my lips. 
Drawing my breath beyond the limp pale clay. 
Lepidoptera in its silent flight — 
An endless army with its putty dust 
Graying my vision, in the interval 
Yawning twixt now and that dim land they named 
Hell, and made it to be Universall 

Ousty moths, you flit before my eyes. 
Brushing my face with mawkish pollen bane. 
Blueing my lips, with song and wine now done; 
Song^ wine and lips are never to embrace 
In the soft ecstasy of love again. 
As e'er the call of Fate, invisible. 
Fate drove them hence into the Black Bat's dust, 
IDying within, long ere the flesh is dead. 
The last weak quiver is the empty crust. 



aybe my soul returns to watch me die — 
Seeing the hollow temples where the flesh 
Has sunken like the earth that later on 
Will sink when its wood house has broken in; 
Will watch the curtain as the darkness falls — 
Chanting some foreign-sounding useless prayer. 
Compatible were soul and dust? Nay, nayl 
Nature mismated them in mode, I think. 
Something vras wrong, for neither would obey. 

Che soul goes on adown the path before. 
Chattel no more to sin and its demands — 
Chattel no more to woe and dust's dumb mind 
Within the ruined temple of its earth house. 
The last sad office of this cold domain 
Is to lift the latch at the door of Death; 
Its crumbling knuckles thus implore release; 
And as the soul departs its breath grows wan — 
The maimed soul quivers out to seek for peace. 



^T^ here goes the soul along the Black Bat's trail 
^<My Tlirough time's long night that never is to end? 
Mayhap it be the sin-racked soul goes on 
And on through meaningless and endless ways — 
Stricken with blindness, mute and conscious to 
No more sensations save the lonely ache 
Of unnamed sorrow that forever gnaws; 
Half smothering in a vague remembrance 
Of flesh-chains turned to dust. Life's Trinity — 
Body, breath and mind — gone down to nought; 
Tlie maimed sin-soul aches for eternity. 

Or— 
Y^ushing along through seas of smoke and flame, 
^^H Over the depthless craters of the void 
Rimless space into the eternal blight 
Beyond even its God's unconsciousness I 



THE END 
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